heaven.   Old Starnboul wraps itself in a black veil
and withdraws where you may not follow.

When I think of Constantinople as a whole, as
seen, say, from the top of the Galata tower, set up by
the Genoese, I think of it as the most wonderful, the
most beautiful^ and the most superbly situated city
I ever have seen.

It is an Eastern city of the sea, pierced by water at
its heart, giving itself to the winds from Marmora,
from the Golden Horn,, from the Bosporus, from the
Black Sea. The snows of Asia look upon it across
the blue waters of Marmora, where the lies des
Princes sleep in a flickering haze of gold. Stamboul
climbs^ like Rome^ to the summits of seven hills, and
gazes over the great harbor, crowded with a forest
of masts,, echoing with sounds of the sea, to Galata*
and to Pera on the height. And the Golden Horn
narrows to the sweet waters of Europe, but broad-
ens toward Seraglio Point into the Bosporus, that
glorious highway of water between Europe and
Asia, lined with the palaces and the villas of sultans
and pashas, of Eastern potentates and of the Euro-
pean Powers: Yildiz, and Dolma bagtche, Beyler-
bey, and Cheragan, the great palace of the Khedive
of Egypt*s mother, with its quay upon the water,
facing the villa of her son, which stands on the Asian
shore, lifted high amid its woods, the palace of the
"sweet waters of Asia/" the gigantic red-roofed